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somebody.   Well, it's your life that you have entrusted to
this somebody.   Make no mistake about that."	'»,"v Vj
"I trusted you, didn't I?   I suppose there are otEertiJ people in the world to be trusted besides you, aren't there ? "
" That's ridiculous reasoning. It was a miracle that the man whose hands you fell into happened to be myself. Don't count on two miracles. Look here, I'll tell you myself where the loot is. It's at your mistress's. Yes, the woman you told me about — the one who came to see you the evening before you did the job."
Leheudry bent his head. He was full of admiration, of anxiety, of animosity.
" You see," Quinette went on, with bitter satisfaction, ** it doesn't take long to see through you. You are the classic criminal. You run true to form. Any beginner in detective work could rope you in."
He ftuag his arms wide open.
" What's the use ? There is simply nothing more to be done. Your mistress will just make a mouthful of it. She is probably selling it on the Quai des Orfevres akeady. As for me, my duty to myself is to get out of it the best way I can. . . . Of course, I have a way out * . . go and see my old chiefs . . . and tell them . . . well, something like the truth, so far as that goes - that I took pity on you . . . that I had some sort of romantic idea of helping you to get away, by making use of my knowledge of their methods . . . but that you're not worth helping, after all, and that Fin sorry I ever tried."
" You wouldn't do that! "
<c They would give me a fine dressing down, of course, but that would be all. An old colleague of theirs is still a colleague, whatever happens," (Quinette was playing his part without the least effort— so much so that he felt homesick for this past which might have been his own.)
" You wouldn't do that I .. ,"
Leheudry, from being violent, almost threatening, turned plaintive again.
** You've got it all wrong.   This girl of mine doesn't
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